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And to be Ihort, all fortes of men take heede,
the thunder boltes, the loftye Towers teare :
The lightning flaih, confuines the houfe of reed,
yea more in time, all earthly things will weare.
Sane only man, who as his earthly liuing is :
Shall Hue in wo, orels in endles blis.

More would I fay, if life would lend me fpace,
but all in vain : death waites of no mans will:
The tired lade, dooth trip at euery pace,
when pampered horfe, will praunce againft the hil.
So helthfull men, at long difcourfes fporte:
When few woords, the fick, would fain reporte.

The bed is this, my will is quickly made,
my welth is fmall, the more my confcience eafe:
This Ihort accompt (which makes me ill apaid)
my louing wife and ibnne, will hardly pleafe.
But in this cafe, fo pleafe them as I may:
Thefe folowing woords, my teftament do wray.

My foule I firft, bequeath Almighty God,         Jhe

and though my fmnes are greuous in his fight: h^
I firmly truft, to fcape his firy rod,
when as my faith his deer Sonne lhall recite.
Whofe precious blood (to quench his Fathers ire)
Is fole the caufe, that faues me from hel fire.

My Body now which once I decked braue
(from whence it cam) vnto the earth I giue:
I wilh no pomp, the fame for to ingraue,
once buried corn, dooth rot before it Hue.
And flefh and blood in this felf forte is tryed:
Thus buriall coft, is (with out proffit) pride.